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Love  Letter  ( rough  draft) 


2003, 


OOu 


Dear  You, 

Your  eyes  are  like.  . . 
well,  your  eyes  are  nothing  special. 

— I mean,  don’t  get  me  wrong,  they’re  nice  eyes  and  all,  but  they’re  just  eyes,  you  know.  I 
guess  your  eyes  are  like.  . ,um.  . .deep  pools  of  water.  Yeah.  And — oh — they’re  beautiful  too.  Yup. 
Real  beautiful.  In  fact,  they’re  Super-Beautiful.  No.  Super-DUPER-Beautiful.  Times  infinity.  Uh- 
maybe  I should  start  over. 

Your  hair  is.  . .very.  . . 

. . .uh.  . . 


brown. 

Well,  see.  . .hair  is  hair.  And  yours  is  brown.  It’s  good  brown  hair.  I happen  to  like  brown  hair 
a lot.  My  cousin  Otis  has  brown  hair — Oh,  and  your  hair  is  beautiful  too.  Very,  very  beautiful.  It’s  the 
color  of.  . . 


Hmm.  . . 
tree  bark.  No. . . 
wet  tree  bark. 

Well,  that  sounds  a little  disgusting. 

What  I mean  is  that  your  hair  reminds  me  of — no,  your  hair  smells  a little  like — no.  . .your  hair 
is  much  more  beautiful  than  wet  tree  bark.  Yeah.  . .that’s  what  I mean.  I think. 

Your  voice  sounds  so.  . . 

Well,  actually,  it  sounds  like  most  people’s.  . .except,  um,  not.  It  sounds  like  you.  It’s  kind  of  a 
high  voice,  I guess.  Lately  it’s  been  sort  of  scratchy  and  phlegmy  ’cause  of 
your  cold,  and  when  you  cough  it  sounds  a little  like.  . .a  chainsaw. 

. . .but,  um,  it  sounds  like  a beautiful  chainsaw.  The  most  beautiful  chainsaw  in  the  whole  wide 

world. 

When  I’m  around  you,  I feel.  . . 

Um.  . .to  be  honest  I feel  real  nervous.  When  you’re  real  close  I get  to  feeling  a little  queasy  and 
bloated.  It’s  pretty  nasty.  That  time  you  stepped  on  my  foot  in  physics  class  and  actually  looked  at  me,  I 
almost  puked. 

. . .from  happiness.  Yeah.  I almost  puked  in  ecstasy.  I also  tend  to  bump  into  things  a lot  more 
when  you’re  around.  Once  I almost  got  hit  by  a bus  watching  you  cross  the  street.  The  driver  was  really 
mad  and  his  face  got  all  red  like  a tomato  and  he  started  swearing  in  Lithuanian,  at  least  I think  it  was 
Lithuanian — I’m  not  really  fluent  so  for  that  matter  he  may  not  have  been  swearing,  he  might  have  been 
looking  for  the  nearest  cheese  shop  or  something 

— but  anyway.  Ha.  Got  a little  carried  away  there.  Heh.  Heh. 

So  anyway,  you  are  the  most 
. . .two-eyed.  . . 

. . .brown-haired. . . 
beautiful 

person.  . .with  a voice.  . .that  I know,  and  I may  be  in  love  with  you. 

So.  . .um.  . . 
call  me? 


Love, 

Me 


- Lily  Mooney,  III 
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A Swim  Through 

Paradise 


There  is  a river  near  my  grandparents’  plantation  house  in  Dominica 
that  my  cousins  and  I deem  our  haven.  The  river  is  tame  as  a lion,  curving  and 
conforming  to  include  the  smooth,  huge,  gray  stones  that  push  up  from  the  water. 

Coconut,  guava,  and  breadfruit  trees  form  a protective  barrier  on  its  banks.  In  the  center  of 
the  river,  near  the  house,  is  a little  pool  made  by  my  cousins  and  me,  which  serves  as  a natural 
cooler  for  those  hot  summer  days.  Now  I have  introduced  you  to  paradise. 

The  river  is  most  beautiful  when  the  sun  hits  the  water  just  right,  making  it  seem  as  if  there  are 
thousands  of  diamonds  covering  the  water.  The  familiar  sound  of  birds  singing  “hellos”  and 
“good-byes”  forms  a symphony  with  the  rustling  of  the  leaves  on  the  trees  as  they 
whisper  secrets  to  each  other.  The  babbling  of  the  many  brooks  formed  by  the 
river  leads  the  orchestra  of  nature  encircling  it. 

In  the  river  we  transform  from  children  into  pirates,  sea  monsters,  mermaids,  sailors,  discoverers, 
explorers  and  unknown  sea  creatures.  We  dry  ourselves  on  the  huge  but  smooth  rocks 
while  looking  at  the  sky  allowing  our  minds  to  drift  away.  If  we  are  not  allowed  to  get  wet, 
sitting  on  the  bank  with  our  feet  dangling  in  the  water  appeases  our  need  to  be  wet.  In  these 
two  positions  one’s  imagination  soars  not  only  far  beyond  the  clouds  but  also  out 
into  the  galaxy.  There  are  water  battles,  which  have  a number  of  combinations, 
two  of  which  are  boys  against  girls  and  family  against  family.  This  is  the  place 
where  I confide  all  my  secrets  and  heartaches  to  my  best  friend,  where  protection 
from  a world  that  seems  to  conspire  against  me  is  abundant.  The  relaxing  mood  that 
comes  from  the  atmosphere  is  incredible,  and  I will  never  forget  it. 

The  river  is  also  most  beautiful  when  it  rains.  The  mini  waterfalls  are  no  longer  there;  instead 
there  is  gushing  brown  water  that  spirals  into  the  sea  with  a maddening  rage.  The  stones  are  no 
longer  visible,  for  they  are  now  completely  enveloped  by  the  passionately  domineering  waters.  Yet 

when  the  rain  turns  into  light  drizzle,  there  appears  a rainbow  so  intensely  filled 
with  color  that  a mere  glimpse  leaves  the  viewer  mesmerized. 

I miss  this  place  from  time  to  time,  but  when  I go  back  home,  I visit  my  haven  for 
a couple  of  hours.  There,  at  the  river,  I reminisce  on  the  days  of  innocence 
and  wish  that  I still  had  those  days. 


Donna  Lee  Destouche,  II 
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After  reading  Lois  Lowry  s The  Giver  students  in  Class  VI  often  say  they  wish  the  ending  were  different. 
What  follows  is  one  student’s  suggestion  for  a more  satisfactory  final  chapter: 

24 

They  were  singing.  The  Glorious  feeling  of  hearing-beyond 
filled  him  with  utter  happiness  as  the  music  swirled  around  him, 
mixed  with  the  delicate  snowflakes. 

He  could  feel  Gabriel’s  heartbeat  through  the  baby’s  worn 
and  dirty  clothes.  Suddenly,  he  stiffened  with  dread  and  horror 
as  the  tiny  heartbeats  slowed. 

“Gabriel?  Gabe?”  he  asked  desperately  through  dry,  cold 
lips.  “Please  hold  on,  Gabe.  We’re  almost  there.  Don’t  die.” 

He  moistened  his  lips  and  said  softly  “We’re  almost  to 
Elsewhere.  . The  sting  of  small,  cold  snowflakes  hitting  him 
continued  as  the  sled  raced  downhill. 

After  what  seemed  an  eternity  sledding  through  snowflakes, 
darkness,  and  occasional  lights  the  sled  slowed  down,  then 
stopped  in  front  of  a small,  snow-draped  house.  Jonas  tried  to 
move,  but  he  couldn’t.  He  was  almost  frozen.  He  groped  for  a 
memory  of  warmth,  any  memory  to  help  him  get  off  the  sled.  It 
seemed  as  if  nothing  else  were  there,  and  he  almost  despaired 
and  stopped  trying. 

Suddenly,  he  was  enveloped  in  the  last  remaining  memory 
of  the  memories  the  Giver  had  given  him.  . . 

181 

. . .the  memory  of  being  by  the  fire  with  a room  full  of  loving 
people  celebrating  Christmas. 

Jonas  sighed  softly  as  he  passed  the  memory  and  the 
warmth  of  the  fire  disappeared.  His  desperate  need  to  save 
Gabriel  forced  him  to  rise  and  stand.  He  walked  towards  the 
door  of  the  house,  barely  able  to  push  his  tired  body  forward. 

His  heart  was  light  with  hope  and  joy  that  he  had  reached 
Elsewhere  with  Gabriel,  and  that  somewhere,  in  some  time,  his 
community  was  making  a new  beginning,  one  where  ordinary 
people  loved  each  other  and  made  their  own  choices. 

He  knew,  too,  that  he  could  no  longer  receive  or  give 
memories.  Only  Gabriel  could  do  that  now. 

The  door  of  the  house  opened  when  they  reached  the  porch, 
letting  light  and  warmth  out  into  the  cold  night.  A woman  stood 
there  in  the  doorway.  She  looked  at  Jonas’s  torn  clothes,  worn 
shoes,  and  face  that  seemed  old  beyond  its  years.  Her  eyes 
were  full  of  questions,  but  she  said  nothing,  waiting  for  Jonas. 

Jonas  fumbled  at  the  cloth  tying  Gabriel  to  him.  He  held  the 
tired  baby  out  to  the  woman. 

“Please  save  him,”  he  tried  to  say.  The  woman  smiled,  a 
warm,  loving  smile.  She  took  Gabriel  in  her  arms  and  took 
Jonas’s  hand. 

“Welcome,”  she  said,  leading  him  inside. 

182 

Jane  Newbold,  VI 


The  Giver 
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Closer 

‘Home 


“Screw  it  - I'm  going  back.” 

He  says  this  with  some  determination,  but  with  a resigned  look  on  his  face,  a slight  and  simple 
shrug  of  his  shoulders.  It  is  a rather  abrupt  answer;  nor  does  he  add  anything  further,  but  just  looks  me 
in  the  eyes  and  awaits  my  reaction. 

This  was  the  straightforward  and  simple  response  of  one  Mohammed  Mosley,  of  Saudi  Arabian 
birth,  to  my  inquiry.  I can't  say  exactly  what  my  inquiry  was  about,  because  I had  only  started  speaking 
and  formulating  my  question  when  he  interrupted  me  with  this  answer.  Sure,  I had  intended  to  ask  him 
whether  he  would  stay  in  the  United  States,  in  light  of  the  terrorist  attacks  and  subsequent  hate  crimes 
against  people  of  Middle-Eastern  nationalities.  But  perhaps  I didn’t  consider  how  much  thought  he 
must  have  already  given  it,  that  he’d  have  the  answer  ready  before  I had  even  the  question.  And  it  didn’t 
take  a renowned  psychoanalyst  to  realize  the  tremendous  strain  that  this  man,  my  co-worker  and  excel- 
lent friend,  was  under. 

I had  to  stop  and  think  about  how  unfair  and  wrong  this  entire  situation  was.  Isn’t  this  country 
supposed  to  stand  for  all  that  is  right  in  the  world,  for  anti-discrimination  and  equal  protection  under  the 
law?  Does  a good  person  really  have  to  leave  the  country  because  of  his  cultural  heritage?  Aren’t  we,  as 
a nation,  above  that?  It  struck  me  that  if  patriotism  meant  supporting  the  cowardly  and  misdirected 
aggression  against  Middle-Eastern  citizens  in  the  United  States,  I wanted  no  part  in  it. 

“The  problem  is  not  with  Saudi  Arabia,”  he  finally  continued,  with  his  thick  accent  doing  little 
to  belie  his  roots,  “but  people  will  think  that  and  there  is  nothing  we  can  do  about  it.  I don’t  blame 
them.  I’m  not  going  to  stay  here,  my  family  back  home  is  very  worried  about  me.  . 

“Do  you  like  it  there?” 

“Sure,  it’s  a good  place.”  He  tells  me  about  what  it  is  like  there,  that  he’ll  be  happy.  But  only 
about  two  weeks  earlier,  we  had  been  talking  about  what  he  was  doing  here  in  the  United  States,  what 
he  hoped  to  do  (his  father  had  become  a successful  businessman,  but  he  wanted  to  go  his  own  way), 
and  why  he  decided  to  move  here. 

Now  all  of  that  is  over;  his  dreams  about  a life  here  shattered.  It  might  be  years  before  he  can 
return  to  the  United  States  and  live  a normal  life,  if  he  ever  can  at  all.  My  mind  fdls  with  a deep  depres- 
sion and  anger  at  this  innocent  man’s  allotted  fate.  Why? 

I can’t  help  but  see  the  ancient  cycle  repeating  (though,  I hope,  to  a far  lesser  scale)  of  war  and 
racism,  of  misdirected  anger  against  a group  of  people  with  common  beliefs  and  heritage.  I can  only 
pray  that  someday  people  can  truly  coexist  without  all  the  hate  that  human  beings  naturally  seem  to 
have  for  one  another,  that  people  like  Mosley  can  stay  in  this  country  without  fear  of  being  attacked  and 
persecuted  by  men  crazed  with  “patriotism.” 


Atti  Viragh,  II 
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Dining 
Experience 


After  spending  two  months  at  a summer  camp  in  the  woods  of  Maine, 
confined  to  a palate  of  gruesome  and  obscure  cafeteria  food,  I knew 
exactly  where  I wanted  to  eat  my  first  meal  after  my  triumphant 
return  to  civilization.  Without  hesitation,  I jumped  on  the  bus, 
and  three  stops  later,  I disembarked  in  front  of  the  magnificent,  glittering 
sign,  which  spelled  out  for  all  the  world  to  see,  “BURGER  KING.” 

So,  I turned,  and  entered  the  McDonald’s  next  door. 

I was  met  immediately  by  the  pungent  odor  of 
disinfectant,  which  had  just  been  liberally  lathered 
over  the  grim  and  much-traversed  floor,  as  was 
evidenced  by  the  bright  yellow  sign  shouting  out 
“WARNING:  WET  FLOOR,”  thus  removing  McDonald’s 
from  any  possible  legal  repercussions  should  someone  slip  and  break 
his  face.  Tiptoeing  lightly  across  the  wet  floor,  I observed  my 
surroundings.  Cheap  linoleum  tables  were  scattered  throughout  the  room,  with  those 
annoying  chairs  that  are  steadfastly  connected  to  the  table.  How  frustrating. . . How  many  times  had  I 
tried  in  vain  to  push  back  my  chair,  only  to  discover  I was  permanently  confined  to  the  present  location? 
But  that’s  beside  the  point.  A small,  faceless  woman  wearing  a hideous  puke-green  shirt,  emblazoned 
with  the  unwavering  all-too-familiar  ‘M’  could  be  seen  wiping  down  the  tables  one  by  one  with  a filthy 
rag.  Where  it  had  not  been  suffocated  with  disinfectant,  the  beige-tiled  floor  was  spotted  with  overturned 
cups  of  soda,  their  contents  having  formed  the  Great  Lakes  around  their  openings.  Discarded  french 
fries  rode  the  waves,  bold  pioneers  on  the  Soda  Seas,  but  my  hunger  had  made  me  far  too  lightheaded  to 
really  care. 

After  traveling  across  the  vast  dining  area  for  what  seemed  like  forty  days  and  forty  nights,  I 
finally  reached  the  promised  land,  the  long  counter  at  the  front  of  the  room  where  I was  to  place  my 
order.  Salivating  from  what  seemed  like  every  pore  of  my  body,  I told  the  kind-looking  woman  at  the 
counter  my  order.  Six  incorrect  orders,  four  language  interpreters,  and  forty-five  minutes  later,  I finally 
slid  into  a four-person  booth,  placed  my  dark  red  tray  on  the  table,  and  observed  my  food. 

The  misshapen,  though  golden,  french  fries  seemed  to  stare  right  back  at  me,  daring  me  not  to 
enjoy  them.  My  double-cheeseburger  sat  silently,  quite  rudely,  just  the  way  that  double-cheeseburgers 
commonly  do.  Lifting  the  top  half  of  the  bun  on  the  cheeseburger,  I was  met  with  two  green  pickles, 
lying  on  a mattress  of  cheese  and  slathered  in  ketchup  and  mustard.  I moved  immediately  to  remove  the 
pickles,  but  on  a second  thought  let  them  remain.  True  art  can  be  interpreted,  but  not  altered.  On  my 
fourth  try,  I finally  got  the  knack  of  opening  the  ketchup  packets,  creating  a veritable  Mt.  Everest  of 
deliciously  red  ketchup  next  to  my  mound  of  french  fries.  After  taking  two  deep  breaths,  cracking  my 
knuckles,  and  doing  a few  preliminary  stretches,  I picked  up  the  luscious,  savory,  tasty,  delectable 
creation  that  is  the  McDonald’s  double-cheeseburger,  lifting  it  to  my  anticipating  mouth.  In  a few  quick 
chews,  two  months  worth  of  despicable,  inhumane  cafeteria  food  were  permanently  obliterated  from  my 
mind.  Only  good  things  now  inhabited  my  generally  hollow  cranium:  thoughts  about  green  pastures  and 
prairies  with  tall  wavy  grass  and  rainbows  on  a cool  spring  day.  Eight  minutes  and  fourteen  seconds 
later,  I devoured  the  last  piece  of  cheeseburger,  greedily  gobbled  down  the  last  french  fry,  and  slurped  up 
the  last  sip  of  soda.  Contentedly  leaning  back  on  the  rock-hard  seat,  my  face,  hands,  and  clothing  coated 
with  a haphazard  layer  of  ketchup,  mustard,  french-fry  morsels  and  sesame  seeds,  1 contemplated  the 
meaning  of  life.  With  a smile,  I realized  for  the  first  time  that  you  can  buy  true  happiness.  And  it  only 
costs  $3.99,  or  $4.69  super-sized. 

Adam  Weiss,  II 
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Gemmae  De  Caelo 

rubies,  like  rays  of  the  dying  sun 

sapphires,  teardrops  of  God  raining  upon  the  earth 

emeralds,  Nature’s  green  gift  to  life 

pearls,  milky  globules  rolling  down  my  cheeks 

opals,  gorgeous  blends  of  sea,  sky  and  earth 

aquamarines,  iotas 

of  a dreamy  Paradise  unknown 

garnets,  a heart  of  fire  hidden  under  sheaths  of  silk 

diamonds,  glimmers  of  shooting  stars  over  the  Milky  Way 

Yucong  Ma,  V 


Grandmother 

Under  the  shelter  of  an  old  dusty  couch, 

I curl  into  a ball  and  cry  for  what  once  was: 

A faint  pale  memory  in  the  old  dusty  attic, 
A figure  of  strength  on  the  little  blue  couch. 


Grandmother, 

At  night  I cry  for  your  soul, 

The  pale  silver  moon  out  the  cracked,  dusty  window, 
Calling  you  back  to  the  stars  once  again. 


Enveloping  me  in  a cloud  of  sweet  memory, 
I uncork  the  bottle  of  the  scent  you  once  wore, 
Crying  at  night,  crying  for  company. 

Crying  for  company  that  is  no  more. 


Grandmother, 

I’m  clinging  on  tight  to  the  last  shred  of  memory, 
Feeling  your  eyes  looking  down  on  me, 
Looking  at  me,  alone  once  again. 


Anneke  Schwob.  V 
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There  are  few  events  in  life 
that  end  so  abruptly,  especially  at 
the  age  of  seventeen.  Most  things 
are  just  beginning  at  that  point, 
starting  from  scratch,  still  within 
the  first  chapter:  learning  how  to 
drive,  attending  R-rated  films  (le- 
gally), entering  college,  or  experi- 
menting with  hallucinogenic  drugs 
(without  inhaling,  of  course).  The 
concept  of  any  aspect  of  our  lives 
ending  forever  is  completely  in- 
comprehensible to  us,  let  alone  a 
credible  thought.  Yet  for  98  per- 
cent of  adolescent  males  that 
dream  of  strapping  on  shoulder 
pads  on  a Sunday  afternoon  in 
front  of  thousands  of  raucous  fans 
on  national  television,  their  pas- 
sion experiences  a swift  death  on 
Thanksgiving  Day. 

In  some  aspect  football  is 
a very  ungrateful  sport . . . correc- 
tion, it  is  not  a sport  but  a back- 
breaking, blue-collar  job  that  lasts 
six  months  a year.  There  are  no 
bonuses,  401  K’s,  or  incentives. 
There  is  no  minimum  wage;  heck, 
there  is  no  pay  (unless  one  counts 
the  paw  and  football  print  stickers 
a player  receives  for  decent  work 
on  the  fields).  In  addition,  foot- 
ball players  (like  most  high  school 
athletes)  sign  athletic  injury  waiv- 
ers for  the  school,  which  means 
that  if  one  fractures  a foot  or  tears 
an  ACL  while  breaking  his  neck 
for  the  team,  the  school  has  abso- 
lutely no  responsibility  for  his 
crippled  status.  “Jocks”  become 
impervious  to  pain.  Long  streaks 
of  red  flowing  down  the  body  and 
patches  of  scraped  skin  become 
little  nicks  and  bruises  in  our 
minds.  Severe  asthma,  nausea, 
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and  exhaustion  become  excuses, 
for  “being  out  of  shape”  and  “not 
drinking  enough  fluid.”  Thus,  the 
embattled  football  hero  continues 
to  run  when  he  cannot  and  at- 
tempts to  breathe  when  he  cannot 
in  fear  of  the  coach's  challenging 
his  manhood. 

Coaches  also  tend  to  add 
to  the  list  of  problems  that  players 
share.  Granted,  these  coaches  do 
not  intentionally  do  this,  but  un- 
fortunately the  hills  and  valleys  of 
a football  season  can  cause 
coaches  to  be  separated  from  the 
pulse  of  the  team  and  lose  the 
genuine  reason  behind  what 
makes  a bunch  of  guys,  ages  14- 
17,  sloshing  around  in  mud  for 
three  hours  so  damn  appealing. 

However,  despite  all  the 
headaches  that  encompass  a sea- 
son, there  are  the  memories  that 
continue  to  sustain  the  passion  of 
football  fanatics:  hitting  the 
weight  room  with  your  teammates 
and  spending  endless  hours  per- 
fecting power  lifts,  bragging  to 
your  buddies  about  how  much  you 
can  bench,  and  laughing  at  him 
relentlessly  when  he  fails  to  lift 
even  the  bar  off  the  bench;  shak- 
ing your  head  in  disgust  as  narcis- 
sistic wide  receivers  pose  in  front 
of  the  mirror  at  their  biceps  and 
triceps,  and  then  gawking  uncon- 
trollably when  obese  linemen  at- 
tempt to  do  the  same;  sprinting  to 
near  death  during  the  dog  days  of 
August  at  double  sessions,  lining 
up  in  front  of  your  best  friend  on 
the  line  and  grinning  at  the  start 
of  every  play  because  you  know 
you  are  kicking  his  butt;  playing 
with  pain  and  loving  every  minute 
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©f  it  because  you  are  winning, 
playing  with  pain  and  cursing  ev- 
ery minute  of  it  because  you  are 
playing  Marshfield;  practicing  for 
the  last  time  on  the  sandlot,  call- 
ing your  last  huddle  before  the 
Thanksgiving  game.  And  through- 
out all  this  time  life  flows  at  its 
normal  pace,  and  everything  feels 
normal  until  you  are  staring  at  the 
clock  of  your  last  game  as- Lime 
dwindles  down  to  5,  4,  3,  2,  1 . . . 

All  of  a sudden  tjhe  pace 
has  accelerated,  you  check  your 
pulse  in  fear  that  you  have  slipped 
into  a brief  coma  for  (he  last  44 
minutes,  but  unfortunately  you 
have  been  in  a state  just  the  oppo- 
site. The  heart  begins  to  ache,  but 
not  on  account  of  punishment  from 
the  game,  yet  it  is  this  way  as  you 
realize  that  part  of  your  youth  has 
just  escaped  from  your  grasp.  And 
what  you  were  griping  about  for 
the  last  six  months  has  immedi- 
ately vanished  from  consciousness 
as  dire  pangs  of  regret  pierce  your 
soul.  For  the  first  time  as  an  inde- 
structible, abrasive  jock  you  do  not 
feel  so  omnipotent  any  longer.  For 
the  first  time  your  body  feels  help- 
less without  direction,  nerves 
struggling  to  reach  this  lost  boy- 
hood passion.  For  the  first  time, 
you  realize  that  you  cannot  change 
the  world,  be  what  you  want,  ac- 
complish greatness,  and  the  once 
frivolous  thought  of  limitations 
becomes  more  of  a reality.  You 
are  now  human,  and  always  were, 
but  for  the  last  five  years  you  had 
successfully  convinced  yourself 
into  believing  that  that  rule  did  not 
apply  to  you. 

Marcus  Hughes,  I 
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The  Inner  African 


She  lurks  just  beneath 
the  surface 
Usually  completely 
covered 
By  her  fairer  sister 
But  she  is  there 
In 

my  rhythm 
my  language 
my  fire 

To  the  untrained  eye  she  is  invisible 
But  she’s  there 
In 

my  passion 
my  laughter 
my  joy 

Years  of  being  called  Blanca 
Years  of  being  mistaken  as  a stranger  by  family 
Years  of  overhearing  hurtful  whispers 
Have  made  her 

STRONGER. 

She  laughs  off  the  world’s  white  labels, 
knowing  she’s  the  true  African. 

No  watered-down,  been-in-this-hemisphere-too-long-to-know-herself  crap. 

No  grasping  at  all  things  “African”  to  prove  herself 

No  Rente  cloth,  no  Swahili,  no  long  speeches  about  “Mother  Afrika,”  no  lumping 
Africa  together  so  it  seems  to  be  a town,  not  a rich  continent,  nothing  those 
Faux  Africans 

use  to  feel  connected  to  Africa 
She  is  the  Motherland 
She  is  the  essence  of  Africa 
She  is  me. 


Marlene  Goncalves,  I 
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My  grandmother’s  house  is  different.  Different  smells  permeate  the  air 
and  stick  to  the  walls.  They  are  the  smells  of  Elfa’s  cooking:  arepas,  beans,  and 
rice.  The  air  is  thicker,  heavier,  and  sweeter.  It  is  the  air  of  the  tropics.  It  is 
almost  always  sunny;  there  are  no  gray,  dull  days  when  the  rain  falls  relentlessly 
upon  the  earth.  When  it  rains  here,  it  rains  for  ten  minutes  to  a half  an  hour  and 
then  stops.  The  sun  returns  and  everything  dries  quickly. 

The  garden  is  green  and  lush.  The  plants  are  colorful  and  strange.  Opa’s 
cactus  is  there.  It  blooms  but  once  a month  during  the  night,  but  when  it  does,  it 
is  the  most  beautiful  flower.  We  have  a picture.  There  is  a mango  tree  in  the 
backyard,  but  its  fruits  are  small  and  not  as  sweet  as  those  that  are  sold  on  the 
street. 

A sliding  glass  door  connects  the  garden  to  the  living  room.  Each  day  this 
wall  is  moved  back  to  create  a terrace  that  leads  into  the  yard.  It  remains  open 
until  the  night  air  grows  chilly  and  cucarachas  as  big  as  my  thumb  fly  about  the 
light  on  the  ceiling  and  begin  to  come  inside.  Elfa  hates  them  and  never  tires  of 
chasing  them  about  to  squash  them.  I used  to  be  scared  of  them,  and  even  now  I 
squirm  when  I think  of  them. 

Dogs  run  about  the  house.  Their  nails  clatter  loudly  as  they  trot  along  the 
terracotta  floors.  These  floors,  which  were  once  shiny  and  smooth,  now  have 
scratches  from  thirty-some  years  of  dogs  walking  on  them. 

Fresh  air  is  always  circling  the  house  through  the  glass  plates  that  open 
and  shut  on  the  windows.  They  are  behind  iron  bars,  just  as  a tall  iron  fence 
surrounds  the  house  itself.  The  dogs  run  toward  the  gate  and  bark  terribly  when- 
ever someone  approaches,  unless  the  person  is  one  of  the  family. 

My  grandmother’s  house  is  a haven  from  the  city  street,  although  recently 
not  even  that  tall  iron  gate  can  keep  out  the  turmoil  of  the  world  outside.  We 
receive  e-mails  almost  everyday  telling  us  of  the  most  recent  news.  It  is  almost 
always  bad.  I can  picture  my  grandmother  smoking  a cigarette  and  my  grandfa- 
ther reading  the  paper  as  the  world  continues  bringing  its  trouble  into  my 
grandmother’s  house. 

Gabriela  Perez-Hobreckcr,  I 
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i am  woman. 


beneath  my  shredded  and  patched  boots 
my  feet  are  pale  and 

delicately  arched,  my  toenails  trimmed  and  clean. 


beneath  my  baggy  black  jeans,  with  the 
tattered,  dirt-caked  ends  my  legs  are  silky  and 
even  dimpled  the  worn-out  waist 


ebbing  the  next)  sits  low  on  my 
that  secretly 

when  i walk. 


( beneath  this  ratty  tee-shirt  i have  a pudgy 
ttle  tummy  and  distinct  ribs  below  my  young 
und  breasts. 


beneath  the  sleeves  of  this  hoodie,  with  the 
thumb-holes  and  safety  pin 
fatalities — yes  it  smells  of  smoke,  of  perfume,  of 
mints,  of  metal,  of  soap, 

of  my  midnight  snack — my  amis  are  slender  and 
girlish,  my  hands  are 
soft  and  long-nailed. 

beneath  the  expression  I wear,  my  eyes  are 
innocent  and  new. 

beneath  the  safety  blanket, 
i am  woman. 


Michelle  Whitaker,  I 
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We  never  knew  how  old  they  were — only  that  the  two  identical  goats  that  were  dropped 
off  by  the  horse  dealer  one  night  became  old  ladies  in  our  eyes  the  moment  Kara  named  them 
Thelma  and  Louise.  As  often  happens  with  identical  twins,  after  our  first  introduction,  we  could 
note  only  one  difference  between  the  goat-sisters:  Thelma  had  a beard,  Louise  did  not. 

As  newcomers  to  the  barn’s  animal  hierarchy,  “the  girls,”  as  we  affectionately  called 
them,  entered  at  the  bottom.  This  put  them  below  the  cats,  the  roosters,  the  horses,  and,  most 
importantly,  below  the  dogs.  This  gave  the  dogs,  two  of  them  big  overprotective  guard-dogs 
(Bear  and  Rocky),  the  authority  to  chase  and  bite  at  the  girls  whenever  they  came  within  the 
reach  of  their  long  leashes.  With  a dog  at  either  end  of  the  bam,  this  made  it  impossible  for 
Thelma  and  Louise  to  enter  the  bam  where  such  wonderful  goodies  as  grain  and  kids’  lunches 
were.  Always  hungry,  the  girls  set  out  to  correct  this  injustice. 

Thelma,  the  braver  of  the  pair,  was  the  first  to  challenge  one  of  the  dogs.  She  wisely 
chose  Rocky,  the  older  and  more  dominant  of  the  two,  whose  forced  submission  would  translate 
to  submission  from  Bear  as  well.  She  and  Louise  spent  days  standing  back  and  watching  Rocky 
intently,  calculating  the  exact  length  of  his  leash.  Thelma  would  then  venture  out  and  face 
Rocky,  just  inches  out  of  his  reach.  With  her  floppy  ears  standing  straight  up  and  curving  in 
towards  each  other,  she  looked  like  a devilish  (and  hilarious)  hell-beast  from  some  horror  film. 
With  her  ears  pinned  and  the  white  hairs  on  her  back  sticking  straight  up  as  well,  she  stood  her 
ground,  unaffected  by  Rocky’s  threatening  growl  and  snarling  teeth.  After  a few  days  of  this 
torturous  game,  her  confidence  began  to  grow  and  she  would  rear  up  to  the  side  (if  she  had  gone 
straight  up  she  would  probably  have  flipped  over  backwards)  and  come  down  with  a head-butt 
for  Rocky,  using  her  momentum  to  increase  the  impact.  A surprised  and  dizzy  Rocky  was  forced 
to  admit  his  defeat,  and  from  that  moment  on,  he  and  Bear  were  obliged  to  stand  aside  and  growl 
when  Thelma  entered  the  bam.  Louise  eventually  learned  the  head-butt  tactic  and  grew  brave 
enough  to  implement  it  after  gleefully  practicing  on  Angel,  the  ancient  and  arthritic  shepherd- 
collie,  who  would  gaze  at  us  with  her  big  sad  eyes  and  then  hobble  away. 

With  their  heads  swollen  from  their  victory  over  the  dogs  that  were  faster  and  better 
armed  (the  girls  did  not  even  have  horns),  Thelma  and  Louise  began  to  boss  us  around  as  well. 
They  restricted  our  reading;  the  tabloids  would  unfailingly  be  ripped  from  our  hands  and  eaten, 
while  other  more  respectable  newspapers  like  The  Globe  and  The  Herald  were  allowed.  They 
also  stressed  the  value  of  priorities.  The  barn  was  first;  school  was  second.  Any  textbooks  left 
out  on  the  trunk  or  a chair  were  promptly  thrown  to  the  ground,  their  book  covers  torn  off  and 
eaten.  One  day  I attempted  to  save  my  history  book  from  this  fate  and  received  a head  butt  from 
Thelma  while  Louise  ran  out  the  back  door  of  the  bam,  toting  my  unfortunate  book  cover. 
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These  things  said,  it  is  entirely  predictable  that  the  girls  would  be  outraged  should  we  ever 
try  to  restrict  them.  Increasingly  aware  of  their  ever-expanding  bellies,  we  put  Thelma  and  Louise 
on  a diet.  From  then  on  they  could  cat  grass,  leaves,  and  whatever  scraps  they  managed  to  obtain 
(as  if  we  could  control  them),  but  they  would  no  longer  be  allowed  to  chase  the  grain  (wheel) 
barrel  at  feed  time  and  indulge  themselves  on  the  collective  equivalent  of  a school  house’s  ration. 
Furious  at  our  oppressive  intervention  into  their  lives,  the  girls  ravaged  the  bam  for  grain  like  junk 
food  addicts  in  a health  food  store,  tearing  into  everything  and  anything  with  the  potential  to  have 
grain  in  it.  Louise  was  found  wedged  upside-down  and  crying  in  an  almost  empty  grain  barrel, 
after  she  had  climbed  with  billy-goat  skill  into  a four-bag  stack  of  grain  and  dove  head-first  into 
the  adjacent  near-empty  barrel.  Later  that  week  Thelma  was  caught  ripping  open  a bag  of  apple 
treats,  chewing  them  hurriedly  in  the  side  of  her  mouth,  doubtlessly  cursing  her  species  for  having 
only  one  set  of  teeth  (the  bottom  row). 

After  these  incidents  we  tightened  security  around  the  grain,  at  which  point  a desperate  and 
exasperated  Thelma  and  Louise  attempted  to  choose  death  over  this  torturous  starvation,  heading 
straight  for  an  open  bag  of  dry  beat  pulp.  The  second  we  spotted  them  we  rushed  over  to  halt  their 
suicidal  feast  and  threw  them  in  an  empty  stall  where  we  could  monitor  them  for  effects  of  the  beat 
pulp  (horse  filler  which  is  purchased  dry  and  then  expanded  in  water  before  being  served).  Luck 
was  with  the  girls  that  day,  however,  for  aside  from  some  minor  coughing  fits,  the  dry  beat  pulp 
had  no  hazardous  effect  on  them. 

When  our  lease  ended  in  Canton,  our  barn  moved  to  Raynham,  but  the  girls  did  not.  They 
will  always  be  remembered  for  all  the  trouble  they  caused,  as  well  as  the  ingenious  scheming  they 
did  to  cause  all  this  trouble  (we  were  less  than  thrilled  when  we  found  that  tying  the  dogs  in  the 
doorway  did  absolutely  nothing  to  prevent  the  girls  from  coming  into  the  bam  and  tearing  every- 
thing up).  And  for  all  the  things  we  tried  to  teach  them,  they  ended  up  teaching  us  a lesson  about 
the  power  of  persistence,  confidence,  and  teamwork. 

Alice  Daly,  II 
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Fatso 

I saw  Adam  last  spring  for  the  first  time  in  years.  He  was  working  as  a bag  boy  at  Stop  & Shop. 
He  didn ’t  recognize  me  at  first,  but  when  I told  him  my  name,  he  nodded.  He  remembered  me  as  being 
“really  smart.  ” We  made  small  talk  for  a while.  I found  out  that  he  was  attending  a technical  school,  so 
that  he  could  go  straight  to  work  after  high  school.  He  had  never  heard  of  Boston  Latin,  which  didn ’t 
surprise  me.  After  about  ten  minutes  I told  him  I'd  “ see  him  around  maybe,  ” and  left. 

I didn 't  say  what  I wanted  to  say:  I ’m  sorry.  I ’m  sorry  that  I never  talked  to  you  when  we  were  in 
school  together:  I’m  sorry  I didn ’t  stick  up  for  you  when  our  class  mocked  you,  when  everyone  laughed 
at  you.  I’m  sorry.  I was  too  afraid. 

I let  my  mind  drift  to  old  memories  I had  tried  to  shove  deep  inside  me,  those  wretched  memories 
that  never  quite  disappeared.  . . 

The  year  is  1995.  I am  in  fifth  grade  at  the  local  public  middle  school.  Since  I know  that  the 
restless  tide  of  student-on-student  teasing  can  turn  on  me  at  any  moment,  I am  always  quiet;  I don’t  want 
to  attract  attention  to  myself.  I sit  rigidly  in  my  seat,  my  hand  gripping  my  pencil  tightly.  I glance  up  as 
a murmur  spreads  through  the  classroom — a mocking  murmur.  It  is  the  hapless  Adam,  more  commonly 
known  as  “Fatso,”  the  butt  of  everyone’s  jokes  and  the  target  of  everyone’s  insults.  I pity  Adam,  whose 
dull  blue  eyes  stare  blankly  at  the  teacher.  He  is  slow  to  grasp  any  concepts  in  class.  I wince  as  I re- 
member Adam’s  disastrous  mile  run  in  gym. 

Adam  invariably  finishes  last  in  the  mile  run,  required  of  all  students.  Folds  of  flesh  flap  about 
his  flabby  frame  as  he  runs.  Everyone  watches  him  as  he  huffs  around  the  track,  the  silence  hostile, 
punctuated  by  jeers  from  the  boys,  whose  faces  are  hard  with  contempt.  Everyone  can  hear  Adam’s 
short,  harsh,  gasping  rasps  of  breath;  everyone  can  see  the  perspiration  glistening  on  his  dead  white 
skin,  running  in  slimy  trickles  down  his  corpulent  body. 

The  gym  teacher  yells,  “Adam,  hurry  and  finish  up!  We  haven’t  got  all  day!” 

“Yeah,  Fatso,”  someone  echoes  in  a muttered  undertone. 

One  warm  day,  the  class  goes  outside  and  sits  on  the  grass  in  small  groups,  students  chatting 
casually  with  each  other.  Adam  sits  under  a tree,  uneasily  grinning.  I am  a few  feet  away  from  him  with 
two  of  my  friends.  One  of  Adam’s  tormentors,  Derek,  goes  up  to  him. 

“Hey,  Fatso.” 

Adam  does  not  respond,  but  he  has  heard.  His  foolish  grin  fades. 

“Let  me  ask  you  a question.  Fatso.  Do  you  have  any  friends?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Yeah,  really?  Who?” 

“There’s  this  girl,  Zoe — ” 

“Oh,  a GIRL?  She  your  girlfriend?  I’d  like  to  see  her — ” 

“No,  not  my  girlfriend — ” 

“ — because  she  must  be  the  ugliest  girl  in  the  universe.  I’d  get  to  laugh,  looking  at  her.  I don’t 
know  why  anyone  would  go  out  with  you,  you  fat  freak.  I feel  sorry  for  any  girl  who  does  go  out  with 
you.” 

Adam’s  face  flushes.  “She’s  not  my  girlfriend.  She’s  just  a friend.” 

“I  think  you’re  lying.  I think  you  have  no  friends,  because  no  one  wants  to  hang  out  with  vow. 

Fatso.” 

“I  do  have  friends!” 
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“Oh  yeah?  Prove  it!  You  can’t,  can  you?  You  don’t  have  any  friends  at  this  school.  Of  course 
not.  1 mean,  look  at  you!  How  can  you  stand  yourself?  You’re  disgusting.” 

“1  bet  Fatso  has  a friend,”  crows  another  of  Adam’s  tormentors.  “His  stomach.  I bet  Adam’s 
stomach  just  loves  him,  he  gives  it  so  much  food.” 

They  laugh.  Adam  stares  down  at  the  ground.  My  innards  are  twisting,  and  there  is  a bitter  taste 
in  my  mouth.  1 want  to  say  something,  but  what?  What  can  I say? 

A few  days  later,  1 find  myself  speechless  again.  The  boys  in  the  class  corner  Adam  after  lunch. 
They  take  his  backpack  and  taunt  him:  “Do  you  want  it?  Do  you  want  it?” 

Adam  runs  toward  the  boy  clutching  his  backpack,  and  the  boy  throws  the  backpack  to  someone 
else.  It  becomes  a sadistic  game  of  catch.  Adam  scrambles  frantically  to  and  fro.  First,  Adam  manages 
to  maintain  a determined  if  sickly  grin,  as  if  to  say,  “Ha  ha,  so  funny,  you  guys.”  Then  he  drops  all 
pretenses  and  lunges  at  Derek  just  as  Derek  passes  the  backpack  to  someone  else.  Derek,  enraged,  gives 
a startled  battle  cry  and  smacks  Adam  across  the  face.  The  smack  prompts  all  the  boys  to  crowd  around 
Adam  excitedly,  hitting  him.  They  knock  him  to  the  ground,  kicking  him.  “Get  Fatso!  Get  Fatso!”  they 
chant. 

Someone  is  sobbing  and  screaming,  “Leave  him  alone!  Stop  it!  Stop  it!”  I.  . .1  am  screaming. 
Everything  is  a blur,  for  tears  blind  me. 

It  seems  like  an  eternity  before  the  teacher  rushes  into  the  classroom,  shouting  “What’s  going 
on?”  The  boys  scatter.  Adam  is  huddled  on  the  ground,  crying.  Amazingly,  it  has  only  been  a few 
minutes  since  lunch  ended.  The  boys  say  that  it  was  a joke,  that  Adam  took  it  too  seriously,  and  the 
teacher  believes  them,  because  they  are  good  students,  because  she  likes  them.  The  boys  keep  on  tor- 
menting Adam  all  year  long. 


Hana  Yoo,  II 
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~ What  Love  Is  ~ 


Do  you  know  what  love  is? 

It’s  that  feeling  you  get 
It’s  that  person  you’re  with 
It  makes  you  float  when  you  walk 
It  makes  you  gloat  when  you  talk 
Feeling  like  butterflies 
Hearts  in  your  eyes 
Making  quivering  sights 
Like  a dove  when  it  cries 
Do  you  know  what  love  does? 

It  makes  you  fill  with  suspense 
It  makes  your  life  so  intense 
So  you  can’t  pay  attention 
Until  you  hear  that  name  mentioned 
It’s  like  speak-prevention 
Puts  your  tongue  on  suspension 
Do  you  know  how  love  feels? 

It’s  like  reaching  the  sky 
Like  feign-addicting  high 
Never  wanting  to  say  goodbye 
Never  hurting  inside 
Like  nothing  you  ever  knew 
Like  nobody  feels  it  but  you 
Do  you  know  what  love  is? 

Do  you  know  this  feeling? 

I do. 

Oh  yeah,  I do. 
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It  was  the  first  time  I really  noticed  his  hands.  They  were  extensions  of  his  being.  They 
were  instruments  used  to  italicize  his  powerful  ideas.  Most  importantly,  though,  they  were  the  five- 
pronged saviors  that  supported  life. 

At  a glance,  this  man's  callous  skin  and  dirty  fingernails  repulsed  people,  sent  shivers  down  their 
spines.  This  was,  no  doubt,  the  epitome  of  carelessness.  Passengers  on  the  bus,  I'm  sure,  just  wanted  to 
pull  him  aside  and  scrub  his  hands  white,  wondering  if  his  mom  ever  taught  him  the  importance  of 
necessary  hygiene — not  to  make  people’s  stomachs  turn  with  disgust. 

The  truth  was  the  dirt  did  not  come  off.  He  was  a mechanical  sort  of  man  and  had  no  patience 
for  eloquence.  He  worked  for  a living.  His  idea  of  work  was  not  tapping  on  cell  phone  digits,  scribbling 
messages,  or  pondering  a company  budget.  No,  he  got  down  and  dirty  with  his  hands  to  rely  on  a 
paycheck.  They  were  sometimes  rank  with  the  smell  of  aluminum  and  grease  and  sweat. 

I rarely  took  any  notice  of  them  before.  Today,  driving  in  the  car,  they  just  grabbed  my  attention. 
The  soft  shimmer  of  sunlight  reflected  off  the  skin  of  his  hands  tightly  curved  to  the  steering  wheel.  I 
saw  his  hands  rhythmically  turning  the  wheel  with  such  ease,  such  finesse,  that  for  one  second  I wanted 
those  hands  to  be  my  own. 

He'd  tell  me  stories  about  growing  up  in  Southie  and  how  rough  it  was.  His  hands  were  probably 
the  cause  of,  and  the  protection  against,  a few  black  eyes.  They  may  have  saved  his  life. 

Beneath  that  hard  surface  of  scales  and  protruding  bone  there  is  a tenderness  appreciated  by  few. 
These  hands  bathed  my  soft  baby’s  skin  in  the  sink.  These  hands  put  dinner  on  the  table.  And  these 
hands  molded  a poet  with  a slightly  different  view  in  that  moment  of  sunlight  and  reflection.  The  hands 
of  my  father  gently  caressed  my  soul  with  acceptance.  He  doesn’t  need  to  have  “pure”  hands  of  snow 
with  perfectly  filed  nails  for  me  to  love  them. 

Lauren  Lazar,  II 
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An  unspoken  uneasiness  crept  upon  me  when  Sioux  mentioned  the  words  homeless  and 
us.  I could  only  conceive  scrawny,  dirty  old  men  reeking  of  cheap  malt  liquor  and  spewing 
curses  and  dire  bad  breath  from  the  same  mouth,  which  housed  their  stained  broken  teeth.  But  I 
smiled  and  said  nothing.  It  was  not  as  if  I had  a choice — we  were  all  going. 

On  Friday,  November  9,  2001,  SiouxSanna,  Phuong  and  I,  armed  with  sleeping  bags, 
made  our  way  down  to  Cathedral  High  School.  After  briefly  getting  to  know  the  others,  we  were 
separated,  heading  towards  our  final  destinations. 

Warren  Street.  What?  Were  we  going  here?  We're  stopping.  . .My  first  site — the  Warren 
Street  Inn,  a transitional  home  for  mentally-challenged  men — was  a chameleon  among  the  other 
houses  nearby,  facing  Boston  Latin  Academy.  The  much-needed  step  between  homeless  shelters 
and  the  real  world,  the  inn  housed  fourteen  men.  Inside  we  were  greeted  by  the  head  of  the 
house  Greg,  a jovial  black  man  who  simply  “loved  his  boys.”  After  a quick  tour  of  the  home,  we 
set  to  work  in  the  kitchen  preparing  supper  for  these  men.  The  dining  room  was  dark  yet  one 
man  sat  inside,  oblivious  to  the  shrouds  of  obscurity,  gazing  at  us  as  one  might  stare  at  a taran- 
tula. Foreign  and  possibly  dangerous.  After  we  prepared  the  drinks  and  sandwiches,  we  ate  with 
all  the  men.  Many  of  them  thanked  us  and  started  their  munching,  but  one  man  there  took 
interest  in  us.  His  name  was  Jerome. 

Right  away,  I knew  there  was  something  extraordinary  about  him.  The  moment  we  sat 
down,  his  young  eyes  lit  up.  He  wanted  to  talk  to  us.  Jerome  could  not  be  any  older  than  thirty. 
Tall,  with  an  athletic  build,  he  didn’t  look  homeless.  No  heavy  bags  under  his  eyes,  no  dirty  torn 
clothing,  no  bottle  of  vodka  in  his  shirt  pocket,  no  bad  breath — and  yes,  he  had  every  single  tooth 
in  place  and  well-maintained.  Having  dropped  out  of  high  school,  he  bounced  around  from 
home  to  home  until  he  had  none.  Embedded  deep  within  him  was  the  grain  of  religion.  He  read 
the  Bible,  took  care  of  himself — did  2,000  sit-ups  every  single  night,  went  on  daily  runs.  . . 

“I  want  to  work  with  my  hands,”  he  said,  “to  help  people,  to  become  a physical  therapist. 

I want  to  study  psychology  and  really  be  able  to  help  people  out  there.”  Unlike  my  previous 
preconceptions,  I was  stunned  to  find  an  educated  homeless  man.  They  existed.  I had  the  proof 
because  I got  the  chance  to  talk  to  one.  He  told  us  more  about  his  life  and  his  dreams  and 
warned  us  all  to  “stay  away  from  drugs.”  He  actually  thanked  us  for  talking  to  him.  He  thanked 
us.  His  words  stayed  in  my  mind,  making  me  have  a second  thought  on  people  like  him. 
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When  1 went  back  to  the  high  school  and  squished  in  a sardine  can  others  call  a car,  his  face 
came  back  to  me.  He  was  not  the  only  one.  There  were  many.  An  abused  woman  named  Nancy 
who  had  been  off  the  bottle  for  thirteen  years,  and  yet  lived  in  a transitional  home  for  eleven.  Den- 
nis, 54,  on  drugs  since  1964,  in  jail  for  20  years.  Going  from  one  rehab  to  the  next,  promising  to 
exchange  the  role  of  the  drugs  for  that  of  his  family,  he  failed.  A good  day  for  him  was,  “Well,  1 
didn't  shoot  anybody  today.”  Now  visiting  him  at  the  Shattuck  Center  in  another  rehab  program,  we 
asked  him  how  he  was  sure  that  this  time  around  he  would  actually  succeed.  His  answer?  He 
couldn’t  afford  not  to.  “It's  either  death  or  prison,  and  I don't  want  to  go  back  to  either  of  them.” 

“Once  you’re  a pickle,  you  can  never  go  back.  You  can  never  be  a cucumber  again.”  His 
resonating  words  brought  tears  to  my  eyes.  Leaving  that  weekend,  I woke  up  in  such  a way;  sud- 
denly I realized  that  some  of  these  “homeless  bums”  were  merely  victims  of  circumstance.  Aware 
now  that  life  is  not  so  sweet  for  everyone.  Aware  now  things  happen,  things  you  never  saw  coming, 
things  you  could  not  twist  your  mind  to  imagine.  Aware  now  that  having  a toe  across  the  line  is 
already  too  far.  Aware  that  I never  want  to  let  myself  turn  into  a pickle. 

Faith  Imafidon,  II 
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The  Teacher 


Once  upon  a Monday  query,  while  I pondered,  feeling  eerie 
Over  evil,  nasty  assignments  from  the  books  galore, 

While  I plodded,  often  snapping,  suddenly  there  came  a clapping 
As  of  something  faintly  flapping,  flapping  on  my  rooftop  o’er. 

“Tis  some  sea  bird,”  I muttered,  “flapping  on  my  rooftop  o’er — 

Only  this  and  quite  a bore.” 

Ah!  Quite  well  do  I recall,  it  was  melancholy  fall 
And  the  current  work  brought  forth  gall  and  did  deplore. 

Greatly  did  I fear  the  morrow;  time  I had  not  much  to  borrow 
On  assignments  all  due  tomorrow — Tomorrow  I will  finish  more, 
For  the  ne’er  panging  morrow  which  can  bring  hope  to  my  shore. 

Yes,  Tomorrow  I will  finish  more. 

Through  the  vicious  raging  storm,  silhouettes  of  ill  took  form 
And  reminded  me  of  grading  policies  that  distinctly  wore 
All  the  joys  of  waiting,  with  the  urging  escalating 
So  that  I’d  be  relegating  time  to  spend  on  work  of  yore, 

So  that  I’d  be  relegating  hours  of  time  for  work  of  yore, 

Yet — Tomorrow  I will  finish  more. 

But  the  flapping  sound  not  ceasing,  and  in  fact  it  was  increasing 
Seemed  to  emanate  from  outside  my  bolted  door 
“Surely  that  is  something  rapping  on  my  door,  or  o’er  head  flapping. 
Though  my  strength  the  night  is  sapping,  outside  this  shall  I explore, 
So  to  free  my  soul  of  worry,  this  odd  sound  shall  I explore — 

Be  it  bird,  or  something  more.” 

As  I neared  my  aged  portal,  with  the  weight  of  no  known  mortal 
I gathered  courage  to  combat  the  fears  come  o’er. 

Thus  I opened  portal  old,  feeling  only  slightly  bold 

But  all  that  did  unfold  was  that  I heard  “your  work  of  yore.” 

This  I uttered  and  the  dark  returned  it  o’er. 

That  was  all  that  it  could  store. 

Mystified  I then  returned,  all  my  hopes  for  knowledge — spurned. 
Then  again  1 heard  a flapping  greatly  nearer  than  before. 

“It  seems,”  said  I,  “that  a creature’s  by  my  window. 

I will  thus  observe  the  sight  and  approach  the  ramparts  o’er. 

Let  me  be  calm  while  I approach  the  ramparts  o’er. 

’Tis  some  bird  and  nothing  more.” 
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Made  a wail  like  beast  or  banshee  and  flew  up  to  my  dwelling’s  door 
Sat  upon  a stony  gargoyle,  set  upon  my  dwelling’s  door 

Sat  on  that  and  did  no  more. 

And  this  stately  myth  reporting  had  strange  urgency  exhorting 
With  its  greatly  rounded,  stout,  and  ancient  frame  it  bore. 

“Though  thy  name  is  not  clear  to  me,”  said  I,  “thou  doth  seem  so  very  gloomy. 
But  here  it  is  very  roomy  so  you’re  welcome  on  my  door. 

Tell  me  what  they  call  thee  on  thy  classroom’s  gothic  floor.” 

Quoth  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

Thus  1 wondered  so  immensely  for  what  reason  she  dispensed  thee— 

Word  of  Void  that  captures  such  despair  within  thy  “Nevermore.” 

Oh,  but  surely  it  was  nothing,  1 had  taken  harder  roughing, 

And,  in  Truth,  I saw  her  bluffing;  in  thoughtfulness  did  I explore 
That  odd,  climactic  greeting  to  its  place  I did  restore — 

To  Hyperbole,  and  no  more. 

But  the  teacher  that  sole  word  kept  repeating 

As  though  through  it  understanding  would  return  to  me  once  more. 

And  she  made  no  further  motion,  staring  vaguely  at  the  ocean, 

‘Till  I was  struck  by  the  notion,  “You  are  simply  passing  o’er, 

Like  my  work  and  other  troubles  you  will  quickly  pass  me  o’er.” 

Quoth  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

Stunned  by  that  word’s  strong  ejection,  approaching  nearly  sad  dejection, 
Though  it  fits  a clear  projection  that  I should  have  made  before. 

“Surely  what  she  says  after  my  speaking  will  quite  soon  become  a bore. 

That  sad  word  must  have  been  gotten  from  beleaguered  souls  forgotten. 

Whose  sins  weren’t  by  Thy  Begotten  taken  off  for  Evermore — 

Shall  be  redeemed.  Nevermore.” 

Still  I pondered  this  stem  sigil  as  I continued  by  long  vigil. 

Wondering  if  this  strange  sight  I ever  could  abhor— 

For  in  gamering  the  meaning,  off  my  misery  I was  weaning, 

And  in  this  my  senses  keening  while  I stared  upon  that  door 

And  its  gray,  saddened,  tortured  maddened  visitor  from  a classroom  full  of 

lore, 

Of  that  spiteful.  Nevermore. 

And  now  the  teacher  her  eyes  turned  and  inside  them  in  there  churned 
Imps  who  sought  me  burned  for  the  work  I’d  passeth  o’er. 

This  uncertain  revelation  took  from  me  a great  oblation. 

As  if  damned  by  past  temptation,  I recoiled  upon  the  floor, 

For  my  innocent  temptation,  I recoiled  upon  the  floor — 

Work  I’ll  finish.  Nevermore. 
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And  now  the  teacher  her  eyes  turned  and  inside  them  in  there  churned 
Imps  who  sought  me  burned  for  the  work  I’d  passeth  o’er. 

This  uncertain  revelation  took  from  me  a great  oblation, 

As  if  damned  by  past  temptation,  I recoiled  upon  the  floor, 

For  my  innocent  temptation,  I recoiled  upon  the  floor — 

Work  I’ll  finish,  Nevermore. 

Then  the  atmosphere  grew  colder,  as  if  that  harbinger  got  bolder 
And  by  staring  at  me  did  quell  all  the  hopes  of  yore. 

“Witch!”  I cried,  “thy  spite  hath  bent  me  by  these  memories  you  have  sent  me 
Peace,  peace  and  calmness  grant  me  from  the  work  I’d  passeth  o’er, 

Grant  me  calmness  to  forget  the  work  I’d  passeth  o’er!” 

Quoth  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

“Teacher,  “ said  I,  “learned  creature,  teacher  still  if  not  a preacher, 

Whether  sent  from  Pit,  or  whether  come  from  distant  shore 
With  visage  wholly  disconcerting  as  of  horrid  acid  squirting. 

With  these  apathies  all  flirting,  tell  me,  e’en  if  it  deplore — 

Is  there — is  there  hope  to  madly  make  up  homework  I ignore?” 

Quote  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

“Teacher,”  said  I,  “learned  creature,  teacher  still  if  not  a preacher, 

By  that  tranquil  land  we’re  seeking,  by  Enlightenment  and  more, 

Tell  this  hollow  automation  if  there  is  a slight  sensation 
That  within  this  blessed  nation,  all  my  work  will  pass  me  o’er, 

That  inside  this  blessed  nation,  this  great  work  will  pass  me  o’er.” 

Quoth  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

“Say  that  word  again  I urge,  you  filthy  all-pathetic  scourge, 

Get  thee  back  unto  thy  school  and  thy  classroom’s  gothic  floor! 

Leave  my  apathy  intact,  from  my  comfort  don’t  detract 
With  that  agonizing  fact — flee  the  gargoyle  on  my  door! 

Pull  thy  claws  from  out  my  life  and  thy  visage  from  my  door!” 

Quoth  the  teacher,  “Nevermore.” 

And  the  teacher,  never  moving,  not  removing,  not  removing 
From  the  stony  gargoyle  just  above  my  dwelling’s  door; 

And  her  eyes  have  all  the  plotting  of  a specter  that  is  wroughting 
Miseries,  and  turmoils  spotting,  as  she  stares  down  from  the  door, 

And  the  happy,  simple  laziness  which  I enjoyed,  of  yore 

Shall  return,  Nevermore. 

Andrew  Freeman,  II 
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tinson  Beach  has  magical 
powers.  A Mecca  to  those  who  have  no  worries 
and  no  hurries,  it  is  brimming  with  good  vibes.  It  is  maybe  r 
twenty  miles  away  from  San  Francisco;  the  evening  beach  stroller 
can  even  see  the  city’s  glow,  but  it  is  galaxies  away  from  the  cell 
phones,  the  palm  pilots,  the  power  lunches,  the  power  ties,  and  the  eternal  urban 
urgency.  No,  they  don't  have  that  in  Stinson  Beach. 

God  made  it  so  that  the  metropolitan  race  against  time  could  never  reach 
Stinson  Beach.  He  made  the  Tamalpais  mountain  range.  The  roads  to  the  town 
are  winding  and  are  shouldered  on  one  side  by  a mountain  wall  and  the  other  by 
massive  cliffs  and  terrifying  slopes,  which  lead  down  to  the  Pacific  Ocean.  If 
some  bigwig  from  the  city  were  to  attempt  an  invasion  of  the  placid  seaside  town, 
he  would  die  trying;  he  would  be  hurled  from  the  mountain  roads,  on  the  way.  The 
turns  are  too  sharp  and  the  cliffs  are  too  perilous  to  allow  for  speedy  driving,  and 
bigwigs  from  the  city  hate  driving  slowly  because  they  are  always  in  hurry.  Di- 
vine intervention  has  saved  Stinson. 

The  beach  is  a meteorological  oddity;  the  high  temperature  every  day  is 
about  seventy-degrees  with  almost  no  humidity.  I don’t  mean  the  weather  in  the 
summer  either;  I mean  every’  day  of  the  year.  Once  in  a while  Jack  Frost  will  rear 
his  icy  head  and  the  temperature  will  dip  to  the  mid-sixties,  but  only  once  in  a 
while.  It  never  rains  in  Stinson  Beach.  The  Tamalpais  Mountains  look  like 
African  savanna,  and  you  can’t  light  a match  in  Marin  County  without  setting 
northern  California  ablaze. 

There  are  two  classes  in  Stinson  Beach;  the  super-rich-high-tech-movie- 
star-producer-capitalist-moneybags  type  and  then  the  common  hippie  Alotus  Amor 
Garciae  Vulgaris.  The  rich  folk  are  totally  boring  and  I won’t  talk  about  them  at 
all,  but  the  hippies  on  the  other  hand.  . .these  are  not  what  you  think  of  as  the 
common  hippie,  the  whiney  self-righteous  bed-wetter,  who  wears  rainbow  colored 
clothes  and  bums  incense  to  disguise  the  fact  that  he  hasn’t  bathed  in  eons  because 
he  is  worried  about  the  fish  in  the  ocean  not  having  enough  space  to  swim;  nay, 
this  is  a different  breed.  These  are  true  hippies,  living  la  vie  sans  souci.  They  may 
not  have  washed  up  in  a while  and  might  wear  hemp  clothes,  but  that’s  not  incense 
they’re  burning  and  they  never  ever  whine.  Jerry  Garcia  lived  in  town,  in  a house 
called  “Sans  Souci”  (TRUE!),  until  he  died,  but  his  generation  lives  on,  the  reefer 
tokin’  long-hairs  still  hang  around.  They  have  by  now  reached  midlife,  crisis-free. 
These  old  reefer  tokers  have  given  birth  to  a new  generation,  progeny  if  you  will, 
the  disposition  remains,  but  they  call  it  “trees”  now.  The  youngsters  meet  at  the 
Live  Water  Surf  Shop,  the  center  of  Stinson  culture.  The  Live  Water  Surf  Shop  is 
the  source  of  the  mysterious  badge  of  the  true  Stinson  Beach  citizen,  the  legendary 
“No  Sharks”  logo.  It  is  often  on  the  bumper  of  the  Stinsoner’s  car,  next  to  the 
license  plate,  important  identification  of  fidelity  to  Stinson,  like  a French  man 
might  have  “FR”  on  a little  oval  sticker  next  to  his  license  plate,  signifying  an 
undying  devotion  to  the  greatest  village  in  the  world. 
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The  Tamalpais  Mountains,  which  border  Stinson  to  the  east  (to  the  west 
it’s  the  Pacific),  were  created  by  the  San  Andreas  Fault,  which  is  pulling  the 
West  Coast  out  into  the  ocean.  The  San  Andreas  Fault  is  what  causes  all  those 
famous  Californian  earthquakes.  I was  in  one  of  those  earthquakes,  not  a big 
one,  but  a real  one,  and  I’ll  tell  you  a little  about  it,  seeing  as  the  odds  are  that 
you  have  no  idea,  because  before  I was  in  one,  I had  no  idea.  It  totally  took  me 
by  surprise  because  there  really  is  nothing  like  it.  It  is  mind  blowing,  because 
you  think,  “like,  I’m  shaking  ‘cause  the  floor  is  shaking,  but  not  only  is  the 
floor  shaking — the  whole  house  is  shaking — but  wait,  not  only  is  the  house 
shaking — the  ground  is  shaking — everything  is  shaking — MY  WORLD  IS 
SHAKING,  MAN! — Heeyyy.  Maannn,  you  gonna  pass  that???”  And  there 
you’ll  be  thinking  like  one  of  them;  you’ll  pick  up  their  habits;  you’ll  walk  out 
to  your  V W microbus  and  slap  a sticker  on  the  rusted  chrome  of  the  rear 
bumper,  depicting  that  hallowed  symbol,  NO  SHARKS. 

Charles  Hickox,  II 
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for  Better  and  for  Worse 

1 turned  and  burrowed  my  nose  into  the  other  end  of  the  pillow,  half  expecting  to  find  him  there. 
Extending  my  arm  out  from  under  the  warm  covers,  I felt  the  empty  coldness,  the  nothingness,  slowly, 
lazily  searching  for  a sign  of  his  presence,  but  really  not  expecting  to  find  him.  There  wasn’t  any  reason 
for  him  to  be  there,  but  he  was.  1 felt  his  warmth  beneath  the  covers,  his  scent  on  my  pillow,  a mixture 
of  shampoo  and,  well,  him,  and  remembered  the  night  before  when  1 found  him  in  my  bed. 

“I  can 't  believe  it.  1 leave  you  alone  for  two  seconds  and  you  fall  asleep  on  me.  ” 

"l '/;/  tired,  ” he  growled. 

“What  time  is  dinner?  ” 

“ Five-thirty ; ” he  mumbled,  still  sprawled  out  like  a slug. 

“Okay,  what  should  I wear?  Something  pink?  Green?  No.  Maybe  brown.” 

“ Why  don ’t  you  just  go  the  way  you  are,  ” he  said  with  a smile. 

" Hmm . Yes,  go  to  dinner  in  my  pajamas.  Great  idea,  Hunnie.  ” 

It’s  funny  how  the  little  things  stick  out  in  my  mind,  and  how  I can  wake  up  thinking  of  him,  his  smile 
sparkling  with  the  faint  blue  halo  from  the  contacts  in  his  eyes.  Personally,  I don’t  think  I’m  crazy,  but 
feel  free  to  go  and  get  a second  opinion  on  that.  We  may  see  things  differently,  but  that  is  to  be  ex- 
pected. It  happens  to  me  quite  often.  There  is  nothing  wrong  with  that. 

“Puppy!” 

“ That’s  not  a puppy,  Dear.  If  it's  bigger  than  you  are,  it’s  not  a puppy,  ” he  said,  nudging  me 
towards  the  other  side  of  the  street. 

It's  been  so  long,  I don’t  remember  when  he  started  calling  me  Dear.  Then  again,  I tend  not  to  remem- 
ber a lot  of  things. 

“Oh,  I see  how  it  is  now.  First  you  ’ll  want  to  use  separate  straws,  and  then  it’ll  be  separate 
cars.  Next  thing  you  know,  we  ’ll  be  splitting  the  house  and  the  kids,  ” he  rambled  on  indignantly  as  I 
stood  dumbfounded  with  two  straws  in  mv  hand. 

“Kids?” 

“Yes,  don ’t  tell  me  you  ’ve  forgotten  about  little  Bobby  and  John  and.  . .well,  I don ’t  remember 
their  names  after  the  fifteenth  one  ” he  said,  exasperated  as  if  he  were  explaining  this  to  me  for  the 
hundredth  time. 

“Well,  how  many  are  there?  ” I asked,  thoroughly  confused. 

“Like,  twenty-something  by  now,  ” he  exclaimed,  pink  in  the  face. 

It  works  both  ways  though.  I’m  not  the  only  one  with  memory  lapses. 

“Oh,  oops.  You  're  still  here.  I was  supposed  to  take  you  home  first,  ” he  said  as  he  drove  up  the 
hill  past  his  house  and  down  the  other  street  towards  my  house. 

Some  days  are  worse  than  others,  I suppose,  but  we’ve  learned  to  take  it  day  by  day. 

“ Happy  anniversary,  ” he  said,  a please  d expression  on  his  face  as  he  placed  his  hand  into  mine 
and  kissed  me  on  the  cheek. 

“It’s  not  our  anniversary  today,  ” I replied,  yawning  as  I rested  my  head  on  his  shoulder  and 
picked  a speck  of  lint  off  his  sweater. 

“Oh,  right.  I knew  that,  ” he  said  slowly,  cautiously  stroking  my  cheek,  “I  was  just  checking  to 
see  if  you  remembered.  By  the  way,  have  I told  you  how  much  I love  you  today?  ” 

“No,  ” I smiled,  slightly  amused,  “but  good  save.  ” 

Heidi  Lo,  I 
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A Motts  Proposal 

The  apple.  It  is  a fruit.  It  is  the  forbidden  fruit.  The  fruit  of  knowledge.  It  is  an  all-purpose  fruit.  It 
can  be  eaten  raw,  or  made  into  jelly.  You  can  make  apple  sauce  with  it,  or  apple  butter.  You  can  make  apple 
pie  with  it,  or  apple  strudel.  And,  you  can  make  apple  juice  with  it. 

Now  apple  juice  in  and  of  itself  is  not  particularly  evil.  Children  do  not  run  and  hide  from  apple 
juice.  They  do  not  have  bad  dreams  about  apple  juice.  They  do  not  believe  that  apple  juice  is  hiding  under 
their  beds,  or  in  their  closets.  In  fact,  the  children  seem  to  quite  enjoy  this  liquid  byproduct.  However,  that 
sweet  innocent  apple  juice,  which  was  at  some  point  mercilessly  squeezed  from  the  very  cells  of  apple  life, 
has  been  even  more  cruelly  treated  in  recent  years,  by  a new  form  of  apple  torture  called  cardboard  contain- 
ment. Yes,  I am  speaking  of  course  about.  . .the  juice  box. 

In  order  to  understand  fully  what  makes  apple  juice  box  so  evil,  you  must  first  get  inside  the  head 
of  the  juice  box.  You  need  to  know  how  the  juice  box  thinks.  You  see,  the  juice  box  thinks  he’s  smarter  than 
every  one.  He  thinks,  “Let’s  see,  I’m  a container  that  holds  apple  juice,  and  a real  apple  is  a container  that 
holds  apple  juice.  We’re  both  fibrous,  and  we’re  both  delicious.  We’re  both  a great  source  of  Vitamin  C. 
Children  loves  apples,  children  will  love  me.” 

You  see,  the  apple  juice  box  is  trying  to  replace  the  apple.  This  symbol  of  American  capitalism 
thinks  that  if  it  is  enough  like  a real  apple,  people  will  stop  buying  apples,  and  only  buy  it.  It  has  even  gone 
so  far  as  to  paint  the  image  of  a real  apple  on  itself,  just  to  confuse  some  of  the  stupider  consumers. 

I have  to  admit,  however,  that  the  juice  box  has  certain  advantages  over  the  apple.  The  juice  box  is 
not  as  messy  as  the  apple,  and  you  never  find  bits  of  apple  skin  in  your  teeth  after  drinking  from  a juice  box. 
The  juice  box  comes  with  a straw,  and  straws  are  just  plain  fun. 

Yet,  the  juice  box  has  many  limitations.  You  cannot  pick  juice  boxes  off  trees  in  the  fall  with  your 
family.  No  one  ever  bobs  for  juice  boxes  on  Halloween.  And  have  you  tried  to  make  an  apple  pie  with  a 
juice  box?  Of  course  not. 

The  bottom  line  is  that  we  cannot  live  without  the  apple,  nor  should  we  want  to.  We  need  to  stand 
up  against  the  plot  of  the  juice  box.  We  need  to  show  the  juice  box  that  he  may  be  cute,  that  he  may  be 
convenient,  and  that  he  may  come  with  a straw,  but  we,  Americans,  human  beings,  are  not  going  to  stand 
for  the  despicable  plot  of  the  juice  box.  The  truth  is  out.  Tell  your  friends,  your  family,  your  dog,  anyone 
and  everyone  you  can,  the  juice  box  has  got  to  go,  and  it’s  got  to  go  now. 

Michael  Guerra,  II 
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spandex  and  lycra  blends  are 
the  uniform 

of  women  who  work  this  full-time  job 
thinking  thinking 

about  thighs  stomach  and  fat 
to  the  rhythm  of  the  machines, 
they  listen  to  the  voices  in  their  heads 
from  magazines  they’ve  read 
as  the  sweat  collects  on  their  upper  lips 
they 

move  move  move 

to  get... 

“In  shape” 

these  images  of  monied  perfection 
and  plastic  happiness  and  skinny  love 
in  their  minds 

off  the  pages 
calories  and  diets  run 
up  the  arms  of  the  women 

who  need  to  know  how  to  lose  ten  pounds 
they  can  buy  the  secret  on  a magazine  rack 
“A  healthier  happier  you!” 
for  $3.95 

and  $3.95 

turns  into  395  thousand  women 
running  running 

away  from  their  bodies 

crossing  the  lines  of  self  improvement 
into  the  state  of  self  hate 
into  this  circle  of  madness 
which  is  really  another  treadmill, 
and  there  there  is  no  getting  off 

Anka  Wilk,  I 
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If  I were  a Barbie,  I would  be  missing  my 
two  lower  ribs,  and  carrying  my  kidneys  around  in 
a bag.  1 would  be  so  disproportional  that  I would 
crawl  around  on  my  hands  and  knees  (which  I re- 
ally couldn’t  do  since  my  knees  don’t  bend  enough) 
and  I would  only  be  able  to  wear  high  heels.  I would 
be  so  flexible  that  1 could  do  a split  and  then  bring 
my  legs  up... higher.  I would  be  an  orphan  and  take 
care  of  my  two  little  sisters,  Kelly  and  Skipper.  I 
would  also  be  committing  incest  because  Ken  is 
really  my  brother.  I’d  wear  permanent  make-up  and 
could  pop  off  my  head  and  make  it  go  360  degrees. 
To  wear  a ring,  I would  have  to  have  a hole  in  my 
fingers  that  are  connected  to  each  other.  None  of 
my  jewelry  would  have  any  clasps.  I would  be  able 
to  poke  holes  in  my  body  and  feel  no  pain.  I 
wouldn’t  be  able  to  bend  my  arms  at  the  elbow. 
Many  of  my  friends  would  have  a striking  resem- 
blance to  me  and  have  the  same  name  as  I have.  All 
of  my  friends  would  have  the  same  bra  size  as  mine 
(which  wouldn’t  really  matter  because  I wouldn’t 
need  one  because  my  breasts  stay  up  no  matter  what) 
and  the  same  size  clothes,  which  is  good,  but  then, 
I would  be  able  to  crawl  around  naked  because  I 
couldn’t  be  arrested  for  indecent  exposure.  I would 
not  be  able  to  eat  or  talk  or  kiss  since  my  mouth 
doesn’t  open,  which  is  another  reason  why  I am  so 
skinny.  How  would  I have  survived  for  so  long  with 
no  sustenance?  I would  be  very  rich  because  I have 
many  different  houses  and  many,  many  cars.  And 
how  did  I get  all  this  cash?  I am  multi-vocational 
(e.g.,  military  Barbie,  doctor  Barbie,  teacher  Barbie, 
veterinary  Barbie,  Tooth-fairy  Barbie),  but  then  I 
am  really  bad  at  all  of  them  since  I have  so  many 
physical  problems  (probably  mental  ones  too  but  I 
really  cannot  tell  you  about  them).  And  to  top  it 
off,  I am  legally  dead  because  I have  no  pulse.  All 
in  all,  life  would  be  very  difficult  and  very  strange. 
So  I don’t  look  like  a Barbie  doll,  and  if  I did  I would 
be  very,  very  ugly. 


Caitlyn  Zeller,  II 
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To  Mocha  and  Chocolate 

If  for  a moment  I could  stand 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  the  wind. 

Then  I could  finally  fathom 
All  which  has  been  eluding  me. 
The  tales  that  lie  between 
The  sun  and  its  stars 
Would  finally  come  play 
On  the  darkened  stage  of  my  mind. 
I’ve  lain  waste  for  far  too  long. 
Festering  slowly  in  my  shroud. 


Skin  peeling  like  a mask  of  a thousand  faces. 
Stretched  too  far,  in  too  deep. 

I’ve  bridged  and  burned 
Upon  the  saltiest  sea, 

Only  to  re-discover 
That  the  moon  never  has 
Been  in  love  with  me, 

That  the  midnight  sky 
Decided  to  abandon  me. 

And  roses  scatter  in  the  breeze. 


Gentle  winds  nudge  her  eye  open 

Of  Japanese  maple  trees  pregnant  with  songbirds 

(They  cast  shadows  in  bronze) 

Ode  to  languidly  lounging  on  sultry  afternoons 
Beneath  the  marigold  halo  of  light 
Coaxing  her  back  to  sleep 

Room  with  a view 
Out  on  the  verandah 
Shades  of  sunlight 

Alight  upon  her  fur 

The  color  of  creamy  cocoa  wisps 

Amidst  a tallow  of  candle  tinted  saffron 

She  goes  out  into  a garden  of  hushed  colors 
Jumping  between  whispers  of  grass 
Filled  with  the  young  verdure  of  childhood 

Chasing  the  afterglow  of  fireflies  and  butterfly  dreams 
A purr  with  affectionate  sandpaper  kisses 
A ladyling’s  life  adagio 


Anita  Yip,  II 
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squirming  from  the  lack  of  activity,  i peer  at  the  sleeping  body  next  to  me.  my  brain 
flying  at  unbelievable  velocity,  berlin,  vvitten,  bremen,  paris,  little  nowhere  france  with 
the  amazing  smells,  the  picture  of  the  old  woman  with  intense  blue  eyes  crying,  noodles 
with  soy  sauce,  internet  with  maike,  kama,  leipzig... until  i can’t  take  it  anymore,  need- 
ing a stopper  for  the  thoughts,  i poke  the  sleeping  body  next  to  me.  it  doesn’t  move,  but 
the  mixed  emotions  lose  control  and  i start  to  giggle,  soon  i’m  laughing  so  hard  the 
neighbors  can  hear  me,  he  wakes  up,  looks  at  me,  grumbles,  and  pulls  the  pillow  over 
his  head,  the  laughter  dissolves  eventually,  sobs  taking  over  and  i’m  reminded  of  the 
third  floor  with  the  boy  last  year,  and  the  drowsy  annoyed  body  next  to  me  moves,  an 
eye  peeps  out,  beautiful  green  glazed,  and  looks  at  my  fetal  positioned  body,  my  eyes 
peering  above  my  arm,  and  curls  himself  around  me.  and  then  falls  asleep  again.  I stop 
sobbing  so  that  i can  sigh,  but  he  doesn’t  notice,  i stand  up  and  grab  a clove,  get  dressed, 
sit  on  the  window  and  from  above  watch  him  sleep,  silent  tears  falling,  until  he  moves 
again,  his  body  subconsciously  curling  around  someone  who’s  not  there,  and  he  looks 
confused,  i laugh,  he  looks  at  my  tear-stained  face,  even  more  confused,  “what’d  i do?” 
nothing,  little  one,  nothing. 


Shelagh  Murphy,  II 
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In  the  days  of  their  youth,  they  are  deprived 
Of  what  seemed  to  them  their  natural  rights 
Taunted  day  and  night  by  the  blowing  of  the  masses 
They  yearn  to  break  free  from  the  same  classes 
Often  in  the  nights,  they  forge  their  attempts 


Yet  always  foiled  by  the  stem  of  their  mother’s  love 
With  forgiveness  as  great  as  Jove’s  power 
She  speaks  to  them  with  tender  words 
Reminding  them  of  the  fortress  of  a family’s  love 
Her  words,  absorbed  in  one  ear,  escape  the  other 


Heedless  to  their  mother’s  wisdom 

They  contrive  with  each  heavy  gust  to  break  free 

On  the  willow  tree  they  hang,  contemplating  their  future 

Heedless  to  their  lone  present,  their  eyes  turn  toward  time 

Wishing  to  depart  from  the  bristling  shade  and  dance  freely  as  the  bees 

At  last,  clothed  in  various  shades  of  autumn  colors,  they  dance 

Uplifted  by  the  winds,  they  twirl  and  spin. 

Not  with  care  are  they  in  their  smooth  motion  across  the  air 

Gone  are  they,  at  last,  from  the  mother,  the  father,  the  brothers  and  sisters 

“Free  at  last,”  they  proclaim,  testing  the  outreaches  of  their  freedom 


Soon  their  joyous  celebration  will  cease  as  the  winds  retreat 
Time  continues  as  the  passing  of  the  future  comes  and  goes 
Fall  will  they  eventually — forgotten,  crumbled  and  withered 
With  nothing  but  the  memories  remain 
Not  of  the  future  but  of  the  past 


No  longer  have  they  the  stem  of  their  mother’s  love. 

For  time  has  forced  her  from  them 

Sorrowful  uncertainty,  perhaps  depression,  loom  before  them 
Wishful  are  they  of  the  past,  no  longer  the  hawks  of  the  future 
They  stretch  their  minds  to  the  past,  yearning  for  the  days  of  greenery 
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Yet,  unfairly,  time  does  not  retract.  It  has  given  them  only  one  chance 
They  are  reminded,  now,  of  the  forgotten  words  of  their  mother: 


“The  time  will  come,  young  ones,  when  you  can  leave 
Enjoy;  enjoy  these  moments  of  greenery  and  peace 
Enjoy  the  haven  of  my  protection  and  of  the  regularities 
Enjoy  the  rises  and  falls  of  the  sun 

For  soon  enough,  familiarity  will  cease,  replaced  by  uncertainties 
Rush  not  the  minutes  of  your  life  and  do  not  take  flight.” 

Minh  Nguyen,  II 
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These  instructions  have  been  scientifically  proven  to  produce  the  desired  results  more  than  98%  of 
the  time.  If  your  subject  is  not  reduced  almost  to  the  point  of  catatonia  after  three  attempts,  return  these 
instructions  for  a full  refund. 

As  the  babies  of  the  baby-boom  era  enter  the  adolescent  stage  of  physical  and  mental  growth,  the 
number  of  girls  who  engage  in  the  practice  of  mercilessly  breaking  the  hearts  of  their  male  counterparts  has 
skyrocketed,  and  continues  to  increase  at  an  exponential  rate.  The  average  amount  of  stress  linked  to 
situations  involving  the  opposite  sex  has  increased  in  young  men  between  the  ages  of  fourteen  and  eigh- 
teen by  a whopping  73%  since  1998.  However,  approximately  .02%  of  the  world’s  population  of  teenage 
girls  does  not  engage  in  the  sport  of  heartbreaking.  It  is  for  these  few  girls  who  have  not  mastered  this  art 
that  this  is  written. 

From  mind  games  to  flat  out,  blatant  cheating,  there  are  countless  ways  in  which  a girl  might  go 
about  breaking  a guy’s  heart.  In  the  interest  of  time  and  space,  however,  only  the  author’s  personal  favorite 
has  been  included  below. 

Going  Out  With  Mr.  Wrong 

While  the  risk  of  emotional  and  even  physical  pain  to  the  girl  is  greater  in  this  method  than  in  any 
other,  the  method  of  Going  out  With  Mr.  Wrong  has  been  proven  to  inflict  more  pain  and  suffering  on  the 
subject  than  any  other  method.  A member  of  the  mind  games  classification,  this  method  was  developed 
before  recorded  history;  therefore,  no  credit  can  be  given  to  its  founder.  What  makes  this  method  so 
poignant,  perhaps,  is  that  the  mentality  and  reasoning  behind  it  is  completely  mind-boggling  to  even  the 
most  open-minded  guy.  Indeed,  guys  will  never  truly  comprehend  the  reasons  why  girls  do  this.  To  the 
men,  the  practice  of  the  Going  out  With  Mr.  Wrong  appears  self-destructive  and  utterly  stupid. 

To  master  the  method  of  Going  out  With  Mr.  Wrong,  the  girl  must  find  the  most  vulgar,  disrespect- 
ful, and  abusive  guy  she  can  find.  This  guy  is  devastatingly  handsome,  but  it  is  crucial  that  his  good 
qualities  end  there. 

Good  candidates  for  the  position  of  Mr.  Wrong  have  often  been  known  to  cheat  on  girls,  lie  to  them, 
toy  with  their  emotions,  and  ultimately  leave  them  for  other  girls  with  better  bodies.  The  most  advanced 
members  of  this  group  might  demand  sexual  favors  and/or  physically  abuse  the  girl. 

Once  a capable  Mr.  Wrong  has  been  selected,  the  girl  must  become  a very  good  friend  with  her 
subject.  She  must  develop  a strong  mutual  relationship  with  him  in  which  each  can  tell  the  other  his  or  her 
deepest,  darkest  secrets.  At  this  point,  the  girl  must  be  just  sweet  enough  to  the  subject  to  make  him  think 
he  has  a chance. 

When  the  subject  is  hooked,  the  girl  must  reveal  to  the  subject  that  Mr.  Wrong  is  making  her  feel 
inadequate,  cheating  on  her,  or  beating  her.  The  subject  will  now  attempt  to  convince  the  girl  that  she 
deserves  more  than  that,  and  that  she  should  break  up  with  Mr.  Wrong.  Once  Mr.  Wrong  is  out  of  the 
picture,  the  subject  will  allow  a period  of  time  to  ensue  in  which  he  and  the  girl  remain  single,  the  purpose 
being  for  the  girl  to  have  a chance  to  recover  from  her  last  bad  relationship.  This  period  of  time  may  last 
from  a few  days  to  a few  weeks  at  the  discretion  of  the  girl.  Now  the  girl  must  communicate  to  the  subject 
that  she  is  ready  to  start  dating  again. 
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At  this  point  the  subject  will  be  doing  every- 
thing he  deems  necessary  to  make  himself  appeal- 
ing to  the  girl.  In  lesser  cases,  the  subject  may  treat 
the  girl  extra  nicely,  going  out  of  his  way  to  compli- 
ment her  or  buying  her  sincerely  thoughtful  presents. 
In  extreme  cases,  the  subject  may  be  found  outside 
the  girl’s  home,  serenading  her  to  the  tune  of  a gui- 
tar, wearing  a sign  around  his  neck  that  says:  HI, 
MY  NAME  IS  MR.  RIGHT. 

The  subject  will  almost  always  be  too  shy  to 
ask  the  girl  out  right  away.  He  is  not  at  this  point 
completely  sure  that  she  is  over  Mr.  Wrong,  and  he 
would  not  want  to  make  their  friendship  awkward. 
During  this  time  the  skilled  heartbreaker  will  toy  with 
the  subject’s  emotions,  seeming  to  love  him  one  day 
and  hardly  saying  a word  to  him  the  next. 

WARNING:  USE  DISCRETION  WHEN 
ACTING  DURING  THIS  TIME.  A WRONG 
MOVE  WILL  GIVE  THE  GUY  THE  IMPRESSION 
THAT  HIS  CHANCES  ARE  FOUNDED  ON 
STONE  AND  HE  WILL  ASK  THE  GIRL  OUT. 
ONCE  THIS  HAPPENS,  THE  EFFECT  OF  THE 
PROCESS  IS  LOST  AND  THE  GIRL  MAY  BE 
FORCED  TO  ACTUALLY  TREAT  THE  GUY 
LIKE  A HUMAN  BEING. 

Before  the  guy  has  a chance  to  ask  the  girl 
out,  the  girl  must  select  Mr.  Wrong,  Jr.,  and  begin  a 
serious  relationship  with  him,  upon  which  she  will 
tell  the  subject  that  Mr.  Wrong,  Jr.  is  abusing  her  in 
some  way,  etc.  This  process  may  be  repeated  again 
and  again  until  the  desired  result  is  produced.  The 
more  times,  the  better. 

If  this  method  does  not  work  for  you,  you 
may  purchase  the  full  compilation  online  at  http:// 
www.heartbreak.com/fulltext.html,  or  find  it  any- 
where that  essays  on  ruining  other  people’s  lives  are 
sold. 

Marcus  Stacy,  II 
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I can  tell  that  I will  have  difficulty  putting 
into  words  everything  that  you  mean  to  me.  When  I 
write,  1 write  with  certainty  and  conviction.  Rarely 
do  I completely  revise  my  work.  I have  already 
started  to  describe  you  in  five  different  ways,  and 
each  time  I have  had  to  erase  completely  what  I have 
written.  This  is  all  I’ve  got.  I cannot  tell  whether 
you  and  I are  opposites  that  attract,  or  whether  we 
are  two  peas  in  a pod.  We  have  certainly  gone 
through  enough  together  to  destroy  even  the  stron- 
gest bonds.  We  have  hurt  each  other,  purposely  and 
by  accident.  I still  remember  the  time  when  you 
wouldn’t  speak  to  me.  It  lasted  for  three 
months,  and  Lord  knows  I still  can’t 
explain  exactly  why  you  stopped 
speaking  to  me,  or  even  why  you 
started  again.  But  that  means 
you  remember  the  times  that  I 
was  too  busy  to  write  you  a 
note,  because  I was  too 
wrapped  up  in  a world  that  you 
were  not  part  of.  Yet  for  each 
of  the  times  that  we  ended  up 
screaming  and  crying  at  each  other, 
there  are  two  times  that  I told  you  I 
loved  you,  and  three  times  that  you  told  me 
you  loved  me.  And  we  looked  each  other  in  the  eyes 
and  meant  it.  My  fingers  know  your  phone  number, 
even  in  the  middle  of  the  night  when  I cannot  see  the 
numbers  on  the  keypad.  You  always  pick  up  the  other 
end  of  the  line.  And  you  always  listen. 

I remember  a day  last  year,  it  could  have  been 
spring  or  fall,  but  it  was  probably  winter.  The  air 
was  sharp  and  the  sky  was  leaden,  ready  to  rain  at 
any  moment.  We  raced  from  the  Copley  T-station  to 
avoid  any  showers,  and  walked  into  the  warm  Copley 
Plaza,  making  straight  for  our  respective  destinations: 
you  to  Sbarro’s  Pizza  and  1 to  Mrs.  Field’s  Cookies. 


I know  I was  in  a bad  mood,  but  it  was  O.K.  because 
I had  the  only  two  things  that  can  make  me  feel  bet- 
ter when  I’m  in  a bad  mood:  double  chocolate  chip 
cookies  and  you.  We  sat  in  Sbarro’s  and  watched 
the  clouds  roll  across  the  rooftops  of  Back  Bay.  We 
talked,  not  about  the  usual  school  problems  or  fights 
with  parents  or  friends.  Perhaps  it  was  about  God, 
or  what  we  would  name  our  kids.  At  some  point,  I 
crawled  into  your  lap,  and  we  were  silent.  I counted 
the  church  steeples  on  the  horizon,  feeling  your 
breath  tickling  my  ear.  The  bleak  outside  world 
seemed  far  away  with  you  behind  me,  arms  encir- 
cling me.  If  I can’t  remember  now  why  I 
was  so  upset  that  day,  then  you  must 
have  done  something  right. 

Eventually,  we  had  to 
head  home.  We  gathered  up 
our  school  bags,  and  headed 
out  of  the  Plaza.  On  the  way 
back  to  the  train  station,  the 
skies  opened  up,  and  it  be- 
gan to  pour  sharp,  freezing 
bullets  of  rain.  You  looked  at 
me,  and  it  took  me  a second  to 
decide  whether  or  not  to  run  like 
crazy  for  cover.  Simultaneously,  we 
laughed,  and  I opened  my  mouth  wide  to  catch  the 
drops  on  my  tongue.  How  long  had  it  been  since  I 
let  myself  get  soaked  by  the  rain? 

We  eventually  made  it  to  the  train,  wet  and 
cold.  Believe  me,  it  didn’t  matter.  I apologize  for 
every  time  we  have  fought,  but  you  know  we  have 
only  grown  stronger.  For  every  time  I’ve  been  mad 
at  you,  you  should  have  been  mad  at  me  two  more 
times.  All  I know  is  that  I can’t  call  Mrs.  Field’s  in 
the  middle  of  the  night,  and  I know  your  number  in 
the  dark. 

Jacqueline  Gallagher,  II 
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